ANTHONY'S MOTHER                                               54
farm near Harrow. Here he built a big house (which he
named "Julians'* with, perhaps, impatient reference to that
other Julians in Hertfordshire) and laid out a fine garden.
His wife and children were established in the new home in
1817. He himself retained chambers in London, driving to
town daily in bis gig, moving his offices from one gloomy
building to another in the hope of tempting the ever more
elusive client. Law was to remain his profession, but farming
should be the background of his life and its ultimate achieve-
ment.
If with all his knowledge he was failing as a barrister, it was
not .likely that with complete ignorance he would succeed at
farming. Julians soon showed itself an expensive hobby. To
his wife's protests he would reply that the heir to the Meetkerke
thousands was dependent neither on advocacy nor agriculture;
that his health and inclination had brought him to Harrow,
where the latter was gratified and the former at leaSl no worse
than in London; that in the ordering of his household, as in
everything else, he knew what should be done and meant
to do it.
But when he had been a very short time in his new home a
terrible thing happened. Mr. Meetkerke, now an old gentle-
man of over sixty, married a young wife and settled to the
begetting of a large family of children.
Thomas Trollope, as his eldest son records, bore the blow
with fine dignity; his pride, which brought him so often to
catastrophe, was at least genuine. But as usual the poor man
had been in part the architect of his own misfortune. During
the time before the unexpected marriage, uncle and nephew
had come to serious political disagreement. The former was a
blustering illogical Tory of the old school, who "in his fine
old hunting-field voice used to talk a great deal of nonsense,"
but certainly meant very little of the repressive violence that
he professed. A wiser man than Thomas Trollope would
have let the old man say his harmless say and changed the
subjeft; but the disputatious arrogance which drove clients
from his chambers also flayed the indignant uncle with closely
argued, unanswerable Liberalism. So the rich man turned